BO                          THE WINTER'S TALE.                    [ACT v.

Leon.                                   "Whilst I remember

Her and her virtues, I cannot forget
My blemishes in them, and so still think of
The wrong I did myself ; which was so much,
That heirless it hath made my kingdom and                      10

DdStroyM the sweet'st companion that e'er man
Bred his hopes out of.

Paul.                       True, too true, my lord :

If, one by one, you wedded all the world,
Or from the all that are took something good,
To make a perfect woman, she you kill'd
"Would be unparalleFd.

Leon.                           I think so.   ZilPd !

She I kilPd !   I did so : but thou strikest me
Sorely, to say I did ; it is as bitter
Upon thy tongue as in my thought: now, good now,
Say so but seldom.

Cleo.                     Not at all, good lady :                          20

You might have spoken a thousand things that would
Have done the time more benefit and graced
Your kindness better.

Paul.                         You are one of those

Would have him wed again.

Dion.                                 If you would not so,

You pity not the state, nor the remembrance
Of his most sovereign name ; consider little
What dangers, by his highness' fail of issue,
May drop upon his kingdom and devour
Incertain lookers on.   What were more holy
Than to rejoice the former queen is well ?                          30

What holier than, for royalty's repair,
Por present comfort and for future good,
To bless the bed of majesty again
With a sweet fellow to ?t ?

PauL                              There is none worthy,

Respecting her that Js gone.   Besides, the gods